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A second thought occurred to him. " I might
want you to put a smoke screen over that wood, if
your H.E. fire isn't effective/' he said, " Can you
do it ? How long would it take ? "

Reggie produced a handkerchief and held it at arm's
length to test the speed and direction of the wind.

" Not an ideal day for smoke, sir," he announced.
" I can't guarantee a screen. We can try if you really
want it."

Before returning to his truck to commence operations
Reggie stood up in the little hollow for a while, studying
the prospective targets through his binoculars. The
Colonel and the Adjutant remained seated. Having
noted all the features that were necessary, Reggie
lowered his glasses and turned towards the Colonel
for a last word. The Colonel was merely a heap on
the ground. Dead. Shot through the head.

Speechless, Reggie jerked his head round to the
Adjutant, He was another crumpled heap. Dead.
Shot through the head, likewise.

The suddenness of it staggered him. A few moments
before he had been one of three live, hearty men.
Now he was standing alone, with a corpse to his right
and another to his left. No lily could have been paler
than Reggie's face at that moment. Involuntarily,
he cringed as if shrinking from the third bullet of an
incomplete trio. He almost imagined it was lurking
somewhere in the air near by. Then he dived for cover.

" Good God! ... What's happened ? ..." exclaimed
a voice behind him.

It was the Second-in-Command of the 2nd North
Ridings, dusty and perspiring, who had just arrived
to report strong enemy opposition on the left flank.

" I hardly know," replied Reggie in a shaken voice.
" I was taking a peep at some targets through my
glasses, and when I looked round ..."
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